TbeT raged] of Hamlet 

And To by continuance, and weakeneflc of the braine 
Into this frenfie, which now poffefleth him: 

And if this be not true, take this from this. 

King Thinke you t’is fo? 

for. How? fo my Lord, I would very fame know 
That thing that 1 hauefaidc t’is fo, pofitiuely, 

And it bath fallen out otherwife. 

Nay, ifcircumftances leade me on, 
lie finde it out, if it were bid 
Asdeepeasthe centre ofthe earth. 

King, how fliould wee trie this fame? 

Cor. Mary my good lord thus, 

The Princes walkeis here in the galery, 

There let O/r/w.walke vntill hee comes: 

Your felfc and I will Hand clofe in the fludy, 

There (hall you heare the effett of all his hart, 
Andifit proue any otherwife thenloue, 

Then let my cenfurc faile an other time. 

King, fee where hee comes poring vppon a booke. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Cor. Madame, will it pleafeyour grace 
Toleauevshere? 

J£ue. With all my hat t. exit. 

Cor. And here Ofelia, reade you on this booke, 
And walke aloofe, the King (hal be vnfeene. 

Ham. T o be, or not to be, I there’s the point, 

To Die, to fleepe, is that all? I all: 

No, to fleepe, to dreame, I mary there it goes. 

For in that dreame of death, when wee awake, 

And borne before an euerlafling Iudgc, 

From whence no paflengcr euer retur’nd. 

The vndifeouered country, at whofe fight 
The happy fmilc,and the accurfed damn’d. 

But for this, the ioyfull hope of this, 

Whol’d bcare the fcornes and flattery ofthe world, 

S corned by the right rich, the rich curfled ofthe poore? 
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The widow being opprefled,the orphan wrong'd, 

The tafte of hunger, or a tiratits raigne. 

And thoufand more calami ties befides, 

To grunt and fweate vnder this weary life. 

When that he may his full fhiietm make, 

With a bare bodkin, who would this in dure, 

Bu t for a hope of fomething after cl eath? 

Which pufles the braine, and doth confound the fence. 
Which makes vs rather bcare thofe euillcs we hauc, 

Than flic to others that we know not of. 

I that,0 this confidence makes cowardes of vs all. 

Lady in thy orizons, be all my finnes remembred. 

Ofel. My Lord, I hauc fought opportunity, which now 
I haue,to redeliuer to your worthy handes , a fmall remem- 
brance, fiich tokens which I haue rccciucd of you. 

Ham. Areyoufaire? 

Ofel. My Lord. 

Ham. Areyouhoneft? 

Ofel. What meanes my Lord? 

Ham. That if you be fairc and honeft, 

Vour beauty (hould admit no difcourfe to yoiir honefty. 

Ofel. My Lord, can beauty haue better priuiledge than 
with honefty? 

Ham. Yea mary may if, for Beauty may transform* n 
H onefty, from what (he was into a bawd: 

Then Honefty can transfer me Beauty: 

This was fometimes a Paradox 1 , 

But now thetime giues it fcope. 

I ncuer gauc you nothing. 

Ofel. My Lord, you know right well you did, 

And with them fuch earneft vowes of loue. 

As would haue moou ’d the ftonieft breaft aliuc, 

But now too true I finde, 

Rich giftes waxe poore, when giuers grow rnkindc. 

Ham. I neuer loued you. 

Ofel, Y ou made me beleeuc you did. 

£ Ham. 
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